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Ortny fhamdelife inhtsdifhonpur lieSr ■; , iviiiitij; - 7 
Thou kilft me in his life giuing him breath, 

The traitor liucs* the true wans put to;death. - 

Du. What ho, my Liege, for Gods. lake let me im. 
King#.. What Anil vbiee fuppliaptmakcs thiicger crie? 
Du. A woman, and thy aunt(gteat king)tis I, - 1 A m: 
Speake with me, pitie me, open theAqore, . r f 
A beggar begs that neuer begd before. 

King Our feene is'altred from a ferbus things 
And now changde to the Beggar and the King* 

My dangerous coufin»let your mother in, ■ -'t/i t hst!''. 

I know fhe is come to pray for your foufe hnne. ) 

Torke If thou do pardon whofoeuer pray, 

More finnes for this forgiuenes profper may: 

This feftredioynt cut off, the reft reft found. 

This let alone viil all the reft confound. . rj , : i . 

Du. Oh kingibeleeue not this hard-hearted man,:* r.-"£ 

Loue loumgnot it felfe, none other can. 

Yorks T houfrantike woman, whatdoft thou make here? 
Shall thy ol d dugs once more a traitor reare? 

Du. Sweete .Yorke be patient, hearc me gentle Liege. ^ r 
KingH Rife vp good aunt; ' C ’i' 

Du. Notyet'T thee befcech, 

For euer wil I walke vpon my kneer. 

And neuer fee day thatthe happy fees. 

Till thou giueipyivntildjoubidmeioy, ; • r 

By pardoning Rutland my tranfgrefsing boy. •• . 

„,4um. Vnto my mothers prayers I bend my knee* 
yorke Againft them both my true ioynts bended be, 

111 maift thou tjbriuc if thou graunt any grace. 

Du. Pleades he in earneft# looke vpon hisface. 

His eies d o drop iioteares» : his t pi>ayers are inieft. 

His words come from his month, out? ftom our breatt, 

He pray es but faintly, and would be denied. 

We pray with heart andfoule, and allbefidej 
His weary ioynts would gladly rife I know» 

Our knees ftill kneeU ttflio the ground they grow, ^ 
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KingHkhArd the fee end. 

His mavers are full of falfe bypocrifie, 

?E&y „hkl, Upraycro^ht co luue. 

yorke Good aunt ftand vp. 

Du Nay >do not lay, ftand vp, 

SavPardonfirft.and afterwards, Hand vp. 

And if 1 were thy nurfe thy tongtot^fe 
Pardon Ihould be thefirft word of thy fpeach. 

I neuer lons,d toheare a word till now, 

French. lC.ng fay. BBtaWW* 
fl^Doft thou teach pardon pardon to deftrt > . 

Ah my fower husband, my hard-hearted Lord. 

That fees the word it fclfe agamft the word . 

Speake pardon as tis curraht in our,lind, ft ^ 

The chopping french we do not vnderftand, 

T hine e£ begins to fpeake, fet thy tongue there: 

Or in thispiteous heart plant thou thine eare. 

That hearing how our plaints and prayers do pierce, 

Pitie may mooue thee pardon to rehearie. 

KingH. Good aunt ftand vp. 

Du. I do not fue to ftand. 

Pardon is all the lute I haue in hand. 

Kin? 1 pardon him as God lhall pardon me. 

Du Oh happy vantage of a kneeling knee. 

Yet am I ficke for feare, fpeake it againe. 

Twice faying pardon doth not pardon twame. 

But makes one pardon ftrong. 

King H. I pardon him with al my heart. 

Du. A god on earth thou art. , , ... 

King H. But for our trufty brother in la w and the Abbot, 

With all the reft of that contorted crew,^ 

Deftru&ion ftraitlhal dog them at the hcelcs, 
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